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deadening spell upon his faculties. And when he does 
at length awake — far on in the day — from the torpor of 
this benumbing sleep, he is not refreshed. He does not 
start at once into new life -an altered man, with joy 
in bis mind, and vigour in his frame. On the contrary, 
he U dull, languid, and stupid, as if half recovered from a 
paroxysm of drunkenness. He yawns, stretches himself, 
and stalks into the breakfast parlour, to partake in soli- i 
tude, and without appetite, of his unrefreshing meal — 
while his eyes are red and gummy, his beard unshorn, his 
face unwashed, and his clothes disorderly, and ill put on/' 



The difference between rising every morning, at six, and 
at eight, in the course of forty years, amounts to 29,200 
hours, or three years one hundred and twenty one days 
and sixteen hours, which are equal to eight hours a d\y 
for exactly ten years. So that rising at six will be the 
same as if ten years of life (a weighty consideration) were 
added, wherein we may command eight hours every day 
for the cultivation of our minds, and the dispatch of busi- 
ness. This calculation is made without any regard to 
bissextile. 




MEELICK ABBEY. 



The Abbey of Meelick, or, as it is sometimes written, 
Milick, is romantically situated on the banks of 
the river Shannon, in the barony of Longford, in the 
county of Gal way, which was anciently denominated 
Silanchia, or the territory of O' Madden, and was founded 
by one of the dynasts of Silanchia, in the year 1474, for 
conventual Franciscans. 

The following is an extract from an old register still 
preserved in the convent of Meelick : — 

*- Monasterium de Milick, Diocesis Clnmfertensis, in 
Cometatu Galvia, pro ipsa observantia Fundat't, a****'* 
1474. 

" Aliqui smtiquius multo sentiunt cerea annum 1500. — 
Fundatorem habuit Dominum O' Madden. Suppressum et 
fere omnino destructum tempore Elizabeths Reginae * 
* * * Cm substitutes fuit Prseses Fr. Jno. 

O'Madden, a quo quarto mensis junii, 1643, (anno vero 
secundo insurrectionis Hibernorum contra Anglos in Hi- 
hernia) quo die celebrabatur solemnitas corporis Xti. — 
Ileconciliata fuit ecclesia fratrum minorum de Melick, 
tempore provincialatus Revdi. Admodum Bernardi 
Conmoy, 

Meelick is nearly surrounded by the inundation of the 
Shannon during the winter months ; the lands in the 
vicinity are particularly rich and fertile ; most of these 
were formerly held by the monks of Meelick, but there 
are now only two brethren, who inhabit a small dwelling- 
house, annexed to the old abbey, adjoining to which they 
have erected a chapel, where they perform service.— 
They have a Cew acres of land on lease from the Marquis 
of Clanncarde,who is now lord of the soil, the abbey hav- 
ing been, at its suppression, granted to Sir John King, 
who assigned it to the pari of Clanricarde. 



In the Munster annals we find, "that in the year 
1203, William de Burgo marched at the head of a 
great army into Connaught, and so to Milick, and did 
there profanely convert the church into a stable, round 
which he erected a castle of a circular form, wherein he 
was seen to eat flesh-meat during the whole time of lent." 

There is no more ancient inscription amongst the 
monuments at Meelick than 1643 ; and there is in the 
cellar of the convent, an hexagonal stone very neatly cut, 
evidently the boll of a cross, with the following inscrip- 
tion : — 

1645, ORATE PRO ANIMA PRECXARI DOMINI, MALACHI 
o'mADDEN, ET MARUARIT.S CROMPTON, CONJUOIPUS QUI 
ME EREXERUNT. 

The library of Meelick was once rich, but is now re- 
duced to a few mutilated volumes of school divinity, pe- 
rishing from damp and neglect. D*O.C. 

The kindness of another esteemed correspondent, who 
had also sent us a drawing and description of the ruin, 
enables us to supply the following additional particulars 
relative to its present condition : — - 

"At present, the roofless walls of this once sumptuous 
building, are mouldering in decay, or falling a prey to the 
ruthless hands of modern Vandals. The beautiful pillar 
that once separated and supported the arches, on the 
south side oi' the edifice has been torn away to supply 
head-stones for the humble occupants of the neighbouring 
narrow cells. Beneath the easternmost of these once 
noble arches is the homely tomb of a person named Ben- 
nett, who died in 1708. Having asked a poor woman, 
who was kind enough to point out to me the respective 
graves, for whom the grave-stone was erected, " ah ! sir," 
paid she, " the man who /sleeps oyer the way there, once 
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<ept a little shebeen-nouse, and dram-shop in the neigh- ] 
bouring town of Eyrecourt — God be good to him ! But 
how strangely, sir, does the Providence above us dispense i 
its favours. Some forty years ago, my poor father, Darby 
O'Madden, the lord have mercy on his soul, (he died of a 
broken heart) was the proprietor of a large estate; but 
now, thank God/ I am almost a beggar, while the descen- 
dants of that man, who, not many years since, attended 
tiplers, and afterwards carried the pack on his back, as an 
itinerant pedlar, is now, as we hear, please your honor, a 
justice of the king's peace, in some neighbouring or other 
county. You see how the O'Moores, of Cloghan, are bu- 
ried there in yonder vault, without pomp or pageantry.— 
Their ould family required no such commendation ! 



There are many curious Latin epitaphs in this church, 
amongst which is that of John de Burgo, of Lismore, who 
died in 1746, A more recent and elegant monument, 
erected at a vast expense, by Mr. Martin, of Eyrecourt, to 
commemorate his son Robert, stands at the east-end of 
the church. The river Shannon is here romantically pic- 
turesque ; being broken into rapid falls. On one side is 
a round tower, surrounded by three twenty four pounders, 
and inhabited by militaty, one of whom civilly ferried me 
over the river Shannon, and on the other side, as if in 
quiet contrast, is anancient and dismantled battery, crown- 
ed by the rude monastery before described. B. 




ENTRANCE TO LISMORE CATHEDRAL. 



In the 43d number of our Journal, with a correct engrav- 
ing, we gave a detailed account of Lismore Castle, which 
formed for many years the episcopal residence of this 
place. Of the splendour of the ancient Cathedral, some 
idea may be formed from the entrance, of which the 
above is a correct representation. The original building was 
erected upwards of eight hundred years since ; but being 
in a state of complete dilapidation,* was, a few years since, 
taken down and rebuilt from the foundation, under the 
superintendence of Mr. Morrison, in a very chaste and 
beautiful style of architecture, so much so, that it is at pre- 
sent esteemed one of the handsomest churches to be seen 
in Ireland. 

Popular tradition asserts, that two young Grecians, of 
royal blood, were educated in the college of Lismore, dur- 
ing the seventh century ; and Mr. Ryland, in his History 
of Waterford, mentions that it is very generally believed 
that it 'was from Lismore the immortal Alfred derived the 
information and knowledge which has been the means of 
handing his name down to the present generation, as a 
truly wise, learned, and great man. In the castle of Lis- 
more, Robert Boyle, the celebrated philosopher, was born 
in the year 1626. 



"THE FORGET ME NOT." 
Once again has our table been overspread with those 
elegant and entertaining little harbingers of the new year 
~<ne Annuals— decked out in all their varied ornament 
cf embroidered silk, and gilded edgings ; and containing 
numberless specimens of art and of literature, at once cal- 
culated to attract and please the eye, and gratify and in- 
form the understanding. We purpose noticing them in suc- 



cession, and as one much to our taste would, in the 6rat 
instance, present our readers with the " Forget Me Not." 
This beautiful little volume fully maintains its former 
high character. Were it not that it might appear invi- 
dious, we should have little hesitation in instituting a com- 
parison between it and several of its rivals. The illus- 
trations are very beautiful, as specimens of fine engrav- 
ing ; and from the subjoined brief extracts, our readers 
will themselves be able to form an opinion of its 
literary excellence. The first is an Irish story, but 
too justly descriptive of the manner in which part) 
feelings have from time immemorial been allowed to 
divide and distract families, and prevent th.»se con- 
nections which are so well calculated to promote har- 
mony and good will among the people of any country 
— the other a right pleasant story, by the Etttu k .-she;.* 
herd, touching our old friend, Monsieur Alexandre, whose 
fetes of ventriloquism have so frequently astonished tn< 
good people of this metropolis, and ot the country »( 
large. 

THE BRIDGE OF TENACHELLE. 

BY SAMUEL FEItGUSOV, ESQ. 

The dawn of an autumn day was beginning to expose 
the havoc of a storm, the last gusts of which still shrieked 
through the stripped forests of Baun Regan, when tw v 
mounted fugitives appeared among its tangled and hag 
gard recesses, urging their horses over the plashy brakes 
and cumbered glades at a speed which plainly told that 
they were flying for life or death. In the grey uncertain 
twilight, as they flitted, wavering and swb% from shadow^ 



